't'r-\'r" et shahbily. My parents died
atid e bad cared
my memory rad.

for nu Ar bk &
He had wufferad me 1o spend the for
tune left by my father withoul re-
stralnt: he hid expected much of me,

SERIA
SDSTORYY

= “ when | wa .1I- I-I.I~'
\-&P" l s
-2/

and 1 had grievonaly di=appointed him,
{1t was hin hope that 1 should devole
myself to arehiftesctnre, & :|ll-fn>-~tlv.)ll
THE HOUSE OF [f e where s "l aiioa ™ on
A T H 0 U SA N D llrI;‘IJ-I:‘i.-I Ir-II- . n apology for my

e, and | sha ” Hempt Lo oxtena

CAN DLES ate my condue. v golng nbroad at the
sl of my courae at Tech nnd, making

W Lanrunce Donovan's dequalntance, set-
ting oft with him on a career of ad-

venture, [ do pot regret, though pos

gibly It world e more to my erodit if

Loied, the months spent In lelsurely

following the Dunabe east of the Iron

| Gate Laurmnce Donovan wlways with
| ma, whila wo urged the villagers and

By MEREDITH NICHOLSO!

Aathar of “THE MAIN CHANCE' ZELDA
DAMERON, Kie.

Lapa tight 1V DY Falibe Maroill Lo

CHAPTER |,

The Will of John Marshall Glenarm. | landosfers to all manner of sedition,
Plekoring'n letter bringing newn of (woquitiling  ourddlves so woll  that,
my grandfsthor's death | o me at | whoan we eame odt Into the Hnek sen
Nuaples ofrly in Detoler Jobn | for further pleasurs, Ruesin did us the
Marihall Glenarm  tid died In June, | honor to keop & spy nt our heels,
leaving & will which gave me hig prop should like, for my own satlafaction,
ety condittonally. Plokering  wrots at Jeast, to wet down an account of
and it wos noces v for mo to return | certain affairs In which we were con-
immedintaly to gualify as legates, It cernt I ut Belgrad, but without Larry's
was by the merest luck that the letter consent 1 am not At lHberty to do so. |
cama 1o my hands at all, for it had Nor shall T take time here to describe
Boon Benl to Constsntinople, In care our travels in Afriea, though our study
of the consulgencral Instead of my of the Atlas mountaln dwarfs won us

honorahle mention by the British
Ethaologleal Soclety,

These wore my yestordays; but to
dny 1 sal In Arthur Plckering's offlos
the towering Aloxis Bullding, con-
of the muifled roar of Broad.
discussing the terms of my

Bankor thare, and It was not Pleket
bug's fault that the connul was a friend
of mine who kept track of my wander
ings and was able to hurry the execu
tor's letter after me to [aly, where IR
I had gone to mect an Englidh finan selous
cler who had. | was adviaed, unlimited | WoY,

moncy to spoend on African rallways
I am an enginesr, a graduate of an
American Institution famillarly known
a8 "The Tech,” and as my funds wore
reanlng low [ naturally turmed to my
profomiion for employment |

whom 1 disliked as heartily as it s
fanfo for one man 1o dislike another.
Plekering had nsked mo o question,
and | was suddenly aware that his

grandfather Glennrm's will with a man |

Tan o feiend of hin—~Miss Evaas,
known ot Sleter Theresa.  Mins Dovors
eux I8 Bindr Therasa's nloce™

I whintled. [ had a dim recollection
| that during my grandfathor's long whd
owerhomd thore ware oceaslotal re
| ports thal he was about to marty. The
pama of Miss Evana had boen mon

tloned In this connectlon. 1 had heard
it spoken of In my family, « 1 pot
remembered, with muech o0 ulness

Later 1 heard of her jJolning ¢ Sister

haood, and openlng & scho . soraewhers
in the West
| “And Misa Devoroux,—ls she ar
elderly nun, too?"

“1 don't know he elderly she Is

but she lan't & nun a4t present. Still
phe's very much alone In the warld
and who and Sister Theresa are veny
| Intimate

“Pass the will agaln, Plekering
| while 1 makse sure | grasp these divert
ing ldeaa Slater Theresa 1an't the
one [ mustn't marry Is she? It's the
aother eeclesipstical embroidery artist
| —<the one with the “x2" in her name

miggesting the algebra of my vanish
]

| ing youth."™

I resad nloud this paragraph:

“Provided, further, that In evenl
aald John Clonarm  aforesald shall
marry the said Marinn Deversux, o
in the event of any promise or con
tract of marcinge betweon sald per
wons within five vears from the data of
sald Jolin Glenarm's accoptance of
the provisions of this will, the wholo
ontate shall become the property abso
| Jutely of 8t. Agatha's School, at An

nandale, Wabana county, Indisna, o
corporation under the laws of sall
| atate”

‘ “For a touch of comedy commaend

me to my grandfather! Plekering,
you alwayr were o weollmeaning fel
| low,—1'll turn over to you all my right,
"intorest and title In and to these an-

But this leiter changed my plans, |
sad the following day 1 eablad I‘Irh-|
ering of my departure and was out
ward bound on a steamer for New

York. Fourteen days later 1 sat In
Ploker ng's office In the Alexis Bulld-
g nr i Matened Intently while he
read, w th much ponderous emphania,
e pre Islons of my grandiather’s
will. % 08 he coneluded U langhed
Plokorine  wan a serlous man, and 1
wns glad ‘o geo that my levity palned
him. 1 1 4, tor that matter, nlwaya
boeon a w reo of annoyance to him,
mnd his | &k of distrust and rebuke
&d not tro le mo In the least,

I renchec serons the table for the
paper, and i gave the sealed and be-
ribboned copy of John Marshall Glen-
art’'s will into my bands, 1 read it
through for mynelf, feoling conscious
mornwhile that Pickering's coal gnze
wis beat Inquiringly upon me. These
am the paragrapha that interested me
mont:

“I give and devise wnto my sald
grandson, John Qlenarm, sometime a
renident of the eity and state of Now
Yeork, and later a vagabond of parts
unknown, & ¢ertaln property known as
Glenarm House, with the Isnds and
hereditaments  thercunto pertalning
and horelnafter more partloularly des
soribed, and all personal effects, goods
and other property that may be
located in the premises and on the
Jand hereln described —the sald realty
Iying in the county of Wabana in the
state of Indiann,—upon this condition,
Mithfully and honostly performed:

“That sald John Glenarm shall re
mitln an occupant of sald Glenarm
Houne and of my Ilands appurtenant
thereto, domeaning himsolf meanwhile
fa an orderly and temperate manner,
Bhould he fail at any time durlng sald
year o comply with this provislon,
shid property shall at once revert to
my genornl astate, shall become, with-
ot reservution and without. neceasity
#or any process of law the property,
shasolutely, of Marian Doversux, of the
oounty and state of New York."

“Well" he demanded, striking his
hands wpon the arms of his chalr,
“what do you think of 1t™

For the life of me I could not help
lsughing again, There was, In the
firnt placo, & delicious irony In the
faot that 1 should learn through him
of my grandlather's wishes with re
oot to mysell. Plekering and 1 had
grown up in the same town In Ver
mont; wa had attended the same pre
parntory school, but there had been
from boyhood a cortain antagonlsm
bt een us. He had always succeesdad
whore [ tailed, which is to sy, 1 must
mdmit, that ko hnd suocesded pretty  he
freguontly. When [ refused, to settle
down (o my profession, but chose to in the world, that this scheme 18 yours
aoe something of the world first, Plek. Plekering, and not his. It smacks of
ering xave himpelf serlously to anclent vindlotivensas, and John
aw, and there was, 1 knew from the Marshill Glenarm bad nene of that In
bezinning, no manner of chinco “That stipulation nbout my
ke would fall rosmidence out thore Is fantnstie. |

oyes were fixed upon me and that he
awaltod my answaer,

“What do I think of it™ I repeatod.
“I don't know that It makes any dif-
ference what [ think, but I'll tell you,
It you want to know, that 1 eall it In
famois, outrageoun, that n man should
leave a ridiculous will of that wort be
hind him AN the old money-bags
who pile up fortunes magnily the lm
portance of thoelr money. They lm:
agine that every kindneas, every ordl
niry courtosay shown them, is merels
a bid for & slles of the eake. ['m dis
wppointed In my grandfather. He wan
nosplendid old mayn, though God knows
hidd hiw gqueer ways. 'l bet a thow
If T have st much money

and dollnrs

the | your

that his blood

I am nol more or less thun homan, don't have to be & lawyer to Know
and | remembered with joy that onoe that; and no doubt I could break the
I had thrashed Him soundly at the will; P've a good notlon to try .., any
prop school for bullying a pmaller boy, | bow,
but our score from school dnays waas “To be suse, You can tle up the
pot without tallles on his alde He estate for & hall dozen yoars If you
was saslly the betler scholar—| grant like,” he roplied coolly He did not
Mm that; and he was shrewd and Jook wpon me an llkely to become a
phavsible. You never guite know the formidable )ithmnt, My staying gual
exient of his powers and resource ittes had been proved weak long Wgo,
and he bLad, 1 slwave mantained, the | as Plekering know well enough
most amozing good luek —as toenn “Nag doubt you would ke that” 1§
the fact that Sohn Marshall Glenarm anawered. “But I'm not golng to glve
had taken a felendly interest in Wim | vou the pleasure. 1 ablde by the term
It was whuyl ke my grandfather, | of the will. My grundthther was o
who war o man of many whims, to sy ol gentleman, 1 shan't drag his
give his affhirs Into Plokesing's keop ama through the courts,—not  even
Ine: and ! could not complatn, for 1 to please you, Arthur Plekoring,” 1 de
bad miaved my own chunce with bim. | elured hotly
It wna 1 knew readily enoush, puet of “The sentiment |8 worthy of n good
my punisiment for baving suecesded | man, Gloonrm,™ he rejoined

But this woman whe Is to sncoeed
1 don't soem to remom

a0 wipnally i Incurring my
tathior's dinplon
ad nocessary for mo o treat
Arthur Plekering in this m
will; and Plekering
sltuntlon to the full

Bul thore wns sumething not wholly
honest th my minth, for my conduet
during the three preceding years hud
been roprehendble. 1 bad used wmy

grand

ire that he had made  to my rights
with  ber her”
atter of the “1: 1n uot surpeising that you never
was anjoving the  heard of her"

“Than she's not & connsction of the
iy, ~no longlost cousin whem |
ought o remember™

“No: she wan a late acquaintanoe of
your grandfather, He met her through

“Well, What Do You Think of It

golic Sisters. Marry! I llke the idea!
1 suppose some one will try to marry
me for my money. Marringe, Plekom
| Ing, 1s not embraced in my scheme of
| lel™
“I should hardly ecall you a marry-
| Ing mwan” he observed,
| “Porfoctly right, my friend! Sister
"Therosa was  considered a possible
match for my grandfather In my
youth. U'm quite out of It with her
And the other lady with the fasclon
ting algubirale cllmax to her peme,--
e, too, o lmposalble; It asems that )
can’t gel the money by marrying her
I'd better let her take |t She's o
poor an the devil, 1 diare any,”
“I Imagine not, The Evanses are B
wealthy family, In and ahe
ot to have some monvy of her owa,
it hor aunt doesa't coax it oul of her

BOLE,

for educationnl sehomen

And whers on the miap are (hese
lovely oreaturos (o ba Tound

‘Slater Tharesa's echoo Holtw o
wennrva: Ming Dovereix | I think,
st of your own weakness for travel,
Sistor Therenn 8 hor pnoarest ol
tive, and she occnxionally visite 8§
vl iin'a=that's the sehool”

I suppose they ocmbrolder altars

cloths togethor and otherwise labor

villlantly to bring confusion wug liﬂ

and hin cohorta Just the peos

ple o pull the wool over the eyor of
my prandfuthor!”

Mokering smilnd at my

antan

resettmont,

“You'd botter gl hem o wide
herth: they might catch you in thely
noet.  Siater There is wald 1o have
quite & winning w She cortalnly
plucked your grandinthe)

Nuus lo spectacles, the gentle ede

eators of youth aod that
with A goodd natur

wurt of thing,
1 old man for thelr

proy, Nono of thon for mel®™
“1 rather thought w0 remarked
Plekering.—and he pulled his watch

from lis pocket and turned the stem
with hin bheavy fngers, He was nhorl,
thicksol and sleek, with a square jaw,
hair alroady thin and & closscllpped
mvtache,  Age, | montally reflected,

wad B0l Improving him
i

l (TU BE CONTINUVEDY »

:

A BIT OF LIFE

By HELEN J. CLELAND

(Copyright, by Dally Story Pub Do)

Trinlty chureh s ablaze with lights
The chancel {8 fragrant with the per
fatne of rare exotics The rustle of
siiken gowns la heard ng guesis pass
up the alaie. Voleen are hushed and
anglous Jooks toward the western
door show the eagerness with which
they await the coming of the bridal
party :

One by one the earriages roll up, de-

posit thelr falr burdens and  pass |
down the other wide of the street
Dutslde the thick fashes of #Aoow

come down eoft and fast

A nuddon little gast of wind blowa
a mindature avalntche around a eor
ner, and for & moment almost Binds
n swiftly passing pedestrinn, who suf
forg nocordingly from the unexpeoted
assault by bringing Wiy wmbrella 1o
direct collislon with that of some one
cnming towards him

Both burredty look up, and both sl

multaneously grasp hands and ex
ellmi: My dear boy!™ |
“'Pon wy word, Geoll, whera did

yor drop from?" gnspg the younger
s '‘Odd thing, that, d'ye know,
Nob Lathrop and 1 were speaking of
you thin morning at the club; Wwon-
dared If one of your royal Bengais
had taken a notlon to swallow you
whole Hob sald: ‘No. Trust Geoft
for that: pnothlng so tame for him
Plucky man, Geoff!' Hob sugsested
gome fast lndian beauty and nll that
gort of thing; might be, yon had said
good by' 10 the land of your forefn-
thers forever., BPut now old man, we

have you with us again. Welcome
back! Tell you, I'm dellghted!" |
The merlous gray eyes of Geoffry

Thorne had reflected many lights dur |
Ing hin friend’s apesch At tha men

tlon of falling In love, they had sad- |
dened perceptibly, bot had relighted
ag I with some sudden thought aod
iu g to the other, he answoroed

“No, Jack, It was not that. Fighting
tigors Is not half had, and there
pretty girls all the world over, but to
tell you the truth, three years In o
long time to knock around and 've
come Lo The Etrurin drapped
anchor six hours ago and here 1 am
tiubbed, dressed and making for the
cluly; pretty good time, eh?”

“Pretty good!" echoed Jack Lenox
absently., "By the way, Geoff, 1 was
thinking Instead of going to the club,
suppose you take this card and drop
into Trinity there; wedding going on
—old friend, I believe, (OO-—wWad RO~
ing myself, but changed my mind,
Good-by, old man! Meet you to-mor-
rom ut the Metropolitan!” and waving
his hand, was off; saying to himself:
“Odd thing, that—just happened to
think—old flameg of his, Marinn Strong
—wonder how he'll tuke 1"

Thorne glanced at the eard care
leasly, “Ploass present this at  the
church.” stood Irresolute a  minute,
and then turned toward the long line
of carriages, saying: “Well, T might
as well—can go to the club later and
Jack says it I an old friend —wonder
whot and turning up his coat collar
to the now ley wind, says softly to
blmself: “Three long years aond now
back ngaln! Dack to Marian!™ How
lovingly he dwells upon that name,
dearer to him than all the world
“Marian! what will she say? Does
she care? Who knows? Nothing but
allence—all of my letters unanswer-
ed—nothing left me but thism littie
rine chat she took off her finger the
night I sald ‘Good by!' and told me to
trust hor—und | have trusted. Can |
walt until toworrow, I wonder?"

Hia thoughts were hrought to an ab-
rupl close by the obnoxious umbrella
coming In contact with an awolng
stretched from the dooywiny of the
church (0 the street, under which he
now passes and Iloto the glure,

The bridal party are at the altar
From his seat near the door he hears
the lmpressive Episcopal serviee be

WLay

ing read, while the tender strain of
de Koven's “O Promise Me" softly
wteals through the heavy perfumed

alr, Now the notes have changed to
n more Joyous tone: the trivmphant
song of Meodelssohn peallog forth
from master Hugers.

They bhave turned and are
possing down tho alsle
glns to feel a bit bewlidered. He sayn
he cannot see distinetly, and  vel,
there In gomothing straggoely famillar

slowly

="Gad, this collar chokes me!" He
turns nervously to loosen it

They nre nearing him The bride
pooms phle; and Is It not 4 foreed

smile rather than n neidral one that
Hgh’. the beautiful face® 'The look
of bewlldermout on Geoffres’s fuce han
changod suddenly to
and then o a misory
never hasl There Is apreading aver
his face an auhy pallor that brings
In promivence every line, determina
ton, wo, s written there

"My God!™ he

one of horror
that time will

muiiers, “can It he
Martan? Marlgn, darliog, come baok,
pome boack!” he whispoers
and mtretohes out hila

feverishly
Rrms

Nothing but synce anawers hiwn, The
warden tape him on his shoulder, He
Jooks hastily around sod
alope In the church o
fnte the frosty alr and
Where s ho?  What
Why s that hoavy
snd why does

stes he In
wtepa ol
looks Breund
has higipehed?
peln at bis beart?
overything look so
dreary? “Yes, yos," he sighs. “lre
meémbar it all” Then the look of de
tarminntion cowes back

Hastily calling a cab, be Jjumps In
sod gllvog digpctions to the driver
Is so0on among the long line of car

| “Couldn’t belleve my

ringes drawn up in front of the hand-
wotie avenue home that he knows so
well,

"1 will ses her! 1 will know from
her own lips,” he mutlters es he
Hulpgbite manid pagscs il Wasong  lav

guests. He reaches o quiel doorwny
where he can pee and yot be unob
served He takea n  long breath
‘Ah, how beautiful she 81" He sees
the shme clear cut fontures crowned
by that same beautiful hale that he
had once reverently touched . the pure
white throat risvs ke ehisvled marbis
from the gleam of hor wodding gown
“Her wodding gown! The wila of
anolher!™ the thought maddens him
He cannot bear 0t “Marian!" he
Eroans and taras away He will leave
the house—It 1§ only agony W stihy—
he will go awny again--all 18 over—
only memory loft—that will never go!
e reachies the door and then as If
lmpelled by o will strongoer than his
own—enters the drawing-room,

She s receivinpg her congratula
tong with ecase and groce nlways char
acteristic of Marian Strong, but to-
day there |8 a restlessness, o tremor
of exclitement about her that she cin-
not conquer, Her eyes are nervously
scanning the room; they look at
eVery one who enters She givea n
sudden gusp. A look of terror spreads
over her face and passing away, leaves
her denthly white. Some one Is ap-
proaching, and with a suporhuman
effort whe controls herself

“May 1 ofter my congratulations,
Mra. Wyman?" a low, steady volce 1s
maving, but she hears nothing, Faces
around her bave become Indlstinct
Bhe thinks she bhears musle  some-
where Her hand Is held out s
chanleally oand towvched “Geofllrey,
Geoffrey!” #lie cries falntly It s
stifing, and yot she is growing colder

vach minute

“Buch a surprise’!” the volee Is say
ing in well modulnted tones. “I only
returned from India this morning
met Jaeck Lawrence on the street; he
told me sn old friend wasn belng mar
ried at Trinity and gave me his card
Such a surprise!”™ he repeated,
own oyes—had
1o come to the house to be convineed
You bave my best wishes, Mra. Wy
man, 1 should ke to see you agnin,
but 1 sall to-morraw for Eugland, I
had expected to remaln in New York,
but my plans have been cbhanged.”
and with a foreed smile of ndien, he
passes on and out In the cooling
night.

The room grows suddenly dark to
Mirlam. The light bas gone from her
lite forevor,

“Mra, Wyman is 111; the strain has
been too much for her!" 1s whispered
around, As the guesin leave the room,
pome one says: “Heastly custom, any-
way, standing two hours. Poor girls!
I wonder there are not more cases of
nervous prostration after these wed-
ding receptions.”

Ax Geoflrey boards the Kron Prinz
the next morning, a note s handed
him, It Is only & lttle cream, orosted
affalr, and reads thus:

“They told me you were dead: that
you Lnd been killed In u fight with

natives My letters were returned
Fither urged me to miarry Mr, Wy-
man, and ot last | yielded. Oh Geol-
frey! why did you come back too
late?™

Jack Lawrence hears the nows of
Geoffrey’s departurd next morning at
the club and twirlsa his musiache
thoughtfully ae he says: to himself:
“By Jove! there must have been some.
thing In that old affair after all. Jack,

Geoftrey be |

it wasn't quite falr in you! Poor old
| Geoff!" then ealls for & brasdy and
soda.

NEW DODGE QF THIEVES.
| Shrewd Scheme to Mulct Bride of
Wedding Presents,

Lecoq, the deteotive, waved the re-
porters hack.

“Madame,” he sald to Mrs. Van As
torbilt, “take my advice and don't
have a list of your daughter's wedding
prosents printed.”

Put, rogarding the blaxe of din
monds, the pule sheen of pearls and
the zlitter of massed gold and sliver
on the fong table, Mra. Van Astorhilit
sald regrotfully. rebellions)y:

“Oh, why nuot, Mr

‘Madame, I'H tell vou'" sald the
great detectlve; and he begat  In
theliling mocents, while the” reportern
listoned with an alr of incredulity and
displeasure

“Mudame, there i# o new dodge oul
in the profesh A trook gets a et
of the presenis ut a fashionable wed
wnd theh forges o letter—auy
from Mr. Brown, whose gift
rock crysinl ewer—and old
snyn in this hore letter
sorTY to mee the bride gol
erystal ewers, and he

Lecog?”

g,
WaK @
Brown
that he in
two other
wishes her to
return his to him by bearer, and he'll
send her m rope of pearls o its pluce

Of vourse the bride complles. She
sonds awany the ewor, she walls for
the poarls, and
I'he poarly don't
of hurting

duys, wooks, go by
arrive, but, for fear
Brown's feclings, the bride
sy nothing (o bim aboul Lls wirang
reminsueas, and thus the thisf has
plenty of chance to get off
“Carefully worked, this  dodge is
aliost bound to suceeed, aud lata of
valuable presents ke these hera
should on that actount never be made
| publie.”

WE PAY no attention

to low grade

' Jewely or Watches, but ex-

ercise great care in keeping
prices low.

SALT LAKE CITY, UTANR

BUILDING OF A WITICISM,

Point of Joke the Bame Though
Under Changed Conditions.

The Bohemian had an article entl-
tled, “"How a Joke Is Made" 1In It
Marshall P. Wilder, the wall known
humorist, cltes this story an an Hlus-
tration of one wmethod. “Here In &
story with. a’ joke In It about Labou-
chere, the geninl editor of London
Trath, When he was standing for
the borough of Northnmmton for the
Eoglish parliament a little girl cams
up to her father and sald: "Papn, who
made Mr, Labotichere?” *Why, Provi-
dence, my dear,” answersd the some-
what astonlshed parent. ‘And what
for, pura? luguires the child Now
that lun't & bad Joke, It was nataral,
Anyway Hut lstom o one of mino,
Which really has the same polnt,
though it Is brounght out in o different
way. A child and her mother are on
the ecars Oppesite thew slin 8 young
man dressod tn (ke helght of fashion.
Says the child: ‘Mamma, what Is
that? and. us she asks the question,
she points to the young man opposite,
‘Hush, my dear,” answers the mother,
‘But, mother, I want to know.' To
quiet the cli.d the mother whispera In
her ear: ‘He (s what we call a dude,
dear” Tho ehlld perslsts as usunl In

Eninhng some more information, ‘And
who made him, mn "Why,
Providence, dear, of o S replies
the mother pofto volee, whereat the

child exoinlms:

‘Oh, mother, doesn't
Providenee

Itkee to have fun some

times?™ You now, the wtorien nre roal
Iy ke At all eveuts, the polnt Is
the samoe.™

GIRL KILLED A HAWK,

Cird Had Attacked Her When Driven
From Pigeons.

A large hen hawk, wolghing nearly
fourteen pounds, attacked Miss Klolse
M. Shields, 18, of Milton, Mass,, while
the young womian, accompanied by
nome friends, was spending the aftor
nuwen at the Hue Hills reservation
The party had just had thelr lunch-
von and were feeding some plgeons
when the hawk swooped down and
started to enrry off opne of the pigeons
In its talons. Miss Shields quickly
pleked up n stone, and throwing It at
the bird made it drop Its prey. The
hawk then attacked the girl and neat-
ling on one of her whouldera started
to beat her with ita wing After
knocking oft the bird with her hands
Mias Shields pieked up one of ¢he
tonle bottles, which the party had
been using, and hitting the hawk &
hard blow on Its head, killed 1t. Except
for a fow seratohes the young woman
wias not Injured

Hurry.

To our own mge belongs the credit of
having ratsed hwry from the degraded
posiion of n disease to that of a com-
mercial process. Formerly burry sim-
ply brought people to an early grave,
with nothing to show for it, whereas
now it is become the means of trans
forming pesce of mind, which is &
solecism, to say the beet of i, into
resdly money. Hurry has grown to te
B great fact in Mle. Even the fashions
take account of {t, untll women are
found doing up thelr halr in such a
way Lthat they may go the speed llmit
without fear of Ity coming down. And
the best of hurry Is that it s (ts own
suficlent  Justification, lNobody ex-
peots hurry to have any partioular
reason behlod It any more—Lile,

Making Use of a Friend.

A Harlem (N. Y.) resident after a
buny day was sested restfully at home
when the telephone bell rang, says a
Now York letter., "Meeot me at the
Waldorf within an hour,” called an
intimate friend at the othor end of
the wire; “must see you, Dou't fall,
Within an hour. Imporiant Good-
by."* The Harlemite grumbled. won-
dered why business should follow a
tired man Into his hothe, got Into his
boots, kissed his wife and husiled for
the hote) His friond wus walting for
him in the Walderf eafe. “Well, Jim,”
he sald, “what Js 1t? What's up?*
"What's up?' echoed Jim “Why,
I'm an lonely an & cnstuwny to-nlght
Want company—some one to talk
with., What will you drink?* Jhn s
& bachelor

Each His Work,
If you caunot preach, then peay. 1t

Fyou cannot go, thon give so that
others may go I you ennpot sing,
then sympathize But In nuy event
do not forget that Christ usslgns by
natural endownmonts to "eieli man i
work Rov. M, B Harlan, Disciple,

Brooklyn, N, Y.

The Jewe! of Forgivenens.
Nothing Is more moving to
thun the specticls of p
onr woeaknosses ore th
and wre not too @ ntly
price we pay for the |

man
conciliatl
Indemnifiod
; boelog the
wur of forgive

nesd; and the wrchangel who has
pover felt anger hua reason (o envy
the man who subdues L When thou
fuorgives!, the man who hax plereed

thy beart stands to thes In the rela
tive of the wen-worm that perforates
the whell of the musse), which
atrulghtway closes the wound with a
poarl—Riohter,




